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And the height of the hollow of heaven that he

fills
As  the heart of a strong man is quickened and

thrills;                                                         1420

High over the folds of the low-lying lands,
On the shadowless hills

As a guard on his watchtower he stands.
All earth and all ocean, all depth and all height,
At the flash of an eyebeam are filled with his might:
The sea roars backward, the storm drops dumb,
And silence as dew on the fire of the fight
Falls kind in our ears as his face in our sight

With presage of peace to come.                     1429

Fresh hope in my heart from the ashes of dread
Leaps clear as a flame from the pyres of the dead,

That joy out of woe

May arise as the spring out of tempest and snow,
With the flower-feasted, month in her hands rose-red
Borne soft as a babe from the bearing-bed.
Yet it knows not indeed if a God be friend,
If rescue may be from the rage of the sea,

Or the wrath of its lord have end.
For the season is full now of death or of birth,